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THE FIGHTER

By ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE

Railroader,” “Dr. Dale,” * lory"
Trail,” etc. o G %

Author of “Caleh Conover,

NEW

FRANK F. IA}" ELL COMPANY

Copyright, 1909, by Albert Payson Terhune
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CHA?T-E.R )
Caleb Cenover Wins.

The read-halred man was fTighting.

He had always been fighting. The
square jaw, the bull neck proclalmed
him of the battling breed; even befors
one had scope to note the alert, light
eyes, the tight mouth, the short, broad
hands” with their stubby strength of

finger. ‘

In prize ring, in mediaeval battle
fleld, in ‘longshore tavern, Caleb Con-
over would have siugged his way to
Supremacy. In business he won.as
readily—and by similar methods. His
was not only the force but also the
supreme craft of the fighter. There-
fore he was president, instead of
bouncer, In the offices of the C. G. &
X. Rallroad.

It Jwas l(l_;)t rallroad hbmlnmtu:‘?:
W' ONoOVer aSe e pat -
deak one day In early spring; tearing
open A ceaseless series of telegrams,
soribbling replies, ringing now and
thep for & messenger to whom he gave
& curt order.

Telegrams» and messages ceased. In
the 1ull, Conover jumped to his feet
and back and forth.
His big hands were cienched, his head
thrust forward, his whole muscle~
bound body tense.

Then began a violent ringing from
the dong distance telephone in the far

up the receiver, grunted a question,
then listened. For nearly five min-
utes he stood thus, the recelver at his

the receiver, was hung on its hook.
the ro0 threw
chalr,
theé window sili,
drew out and lighted a fat cigar. The
tenseness was gone. His whole heavy
body was relaxed.

3

He smoked me-
chanieally and let,his gase rove with
dull inertness over the biank wall

e
were still fixed in unseelng
ort on 4he wall, when his guest
m. Nor 4id he shift his glance
t vislble reluctance. The new-

Saa of Tordiatt

Al

over. “The Independent Steslold -

pany .? tnu':.qvutad at last. &33-
“The dent! That means 'n.

alamp In cur U. 8. Steelold! You call

that & fight? I thought—"
“You'd be better off. Calne, if you'd

seventy-two per cent. of the stock and
you own just 'u:!".'l Iul’:t ,\ml in on.”

“Never ming Sl
Caine. '"Ir the Independents m
ed together, they'll make things warm
for us'* v

“Not enough.to cap=e any hwrry call
for electric fans, I guess™ chuckied
Conover. “If you'll stop ‘thinkin'’ a
minute or two an' listen to me, I'l
try to explain. An' maybe I ecan
hammer Into your head a few of the
million things you,don't know about
finance. Here's the idea, I built up
Steelold Trust, dkin't [? And
Bhlacarda and his crowd who had besn
running 4 bungh of measly third-rate
Steelold companies, set up a squeal
becnupe I could undersell "em.”

“Go on,” urged Caine. *1I know all
that. You mneedn’'t take a running
start with your in high flnance.
We'll take It granted that I
at least the newspaper I own and that
I know Blacarda has been trying to
organize the Iindependent companies

What next?”
re ized. Only
In't do it. A high souled
philanthrople geezer that worked
through agents, jumped In an' com-
bined, all the independent companies
a.ltni‘t us an’ got 'em to give him foll
voting power on all their stock. Put
themselves into his hands entirelv, you
see, for the fight Against my Steelold
Trist. Then this noble hearted trust
buster incorporated the Independents.
The deal went through to-day. I got
final word on it just now. The Inde-
The voles on
every share of their stock ls In the
control of one man."

“But he'll—""

“An' that ‘one man,”"” resumed the
Fighter, “hdappens to be Caled Con-
o ]

“But.” gasped the Jdumb-founded
Caine, I don't understand.”

“Caine,’ protested Conover, gently,
“if all the things you don’t understand
about finance waa to be placed end to
end—like they say in the Sunday ‘fea~
tures’ of your paper,—they'd read from
here to Bilacarda's chances of swing-
in" the Independent Steelold Company.
An® that's a long sight farther than
twice 1 the world. What I'm
1 went to work on

that Indapel'ldm‘}

manicured, " ?vcmd
1%t i= absolutely none
ness.'"

+shining boots, then, disdaining the als

YORK

WM

up.w

“I see now,” sald Caine,

Rack into Mis armor of hablitual calm,
and I take off my hat to you.

over, you your calling when
you falled to go into the safe brealk-
ing profession.”

‘“There's more money in business,”
repliled <Conover simply. “But now
maybe you won't lay awaka nights
worryin' over your Steeloid stock. If
it was worth 170 2-5 this morning 1t'll
::t quoted at 250 before the month is

“I don’t wonder you aren't afraid of
this afternopn’s ordeal,” observed
Calne. “PBut Blacarda !s on the Board
of Governors."

“So are you, for that mafter,"” eaid
Conuver, Jand I guess the vote of the
man who's meade rich by Steelold will
pair off with the vote of the man
who's broke by (." .

“I hope.” corrected Calne, “that you
don’t think it's because of my Steeloid
holdings that I'm backing you in this.
I do it becaume ¥t amuses me to See
the gyrations of the under dog. A
sporting instinet, I suppose.”

“If you're pickin' me for the under
dog,” began Conover, but broke off to
m in disgust at the other's upraised

Caine was raising his cigarette to his
lips. Con ed +the lazlly

graceful
wonted contempt. .
“S8ey, Caine,” he interrupted, “why In
thunder do you maks your nalls look
like a pink skatin' rink?"’
“If you mean, why do I have them
Caine, coolly,
of your busi-

“Now I s'pose that's what you'd call
a snub,” reminated Conover. *“But it
don’'t answer the guestion. nails
211 shined up llke that may look first
Meo:‘:_gkg_h Bmforg.mmthlrt:
ysars sl & mustache—8ay, wh
do you do it?* 2

“Why do you wear a necktie?’ coun-
tered Caine, “I admit it s a surpass-
ingly ugly one. But why wead one at
all? It vdoesn’t keep you It
has no use.”™

g don't make a man,” stam-
mered Conover, rather discomfitted at

& riposts, “*But there's no use

& disturbance by goin' round wi

tain 2 sign manual of another

finished Caine.

”"l don’t quite get meanin.’
ikse A
“As a fafure you would have been

a Bl&m Conover,” interrupted Caine.

e as a

sort."”
your
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“Yowll find this job rather more @if-
fiontity; T fancy. A gar haloed

how? It seems to me-—""

“In the first place because I won't
quit. Prov'dence joves a bulldog, but
He hates a quitter. In the second
lace I want to feel I've as much right

‘that crowd as I have in Gerrigan's
siloon. I've made my way. Thia

where in the milllon class. An" there's
more to come. Lots of It. I'm a rall-
road pres’dent. too. Thé C. G. & X.
is & punk little one-horse rallrodd; but
some day I'll make it cover this whole
fitate. The road was on its last legs
when I got hold of it, and rm making
it what I choose to. Ow, &8 & man
with all that cash, d & rallroad
president, to boot.—why aln't I entitled
to line up.with the other big bugs of
Granite? Tell me that. They don't
want me, maybe? Well, I'll make "em
want me, before I'm done. Till then,
they'll take me whether they want me
or not. Ain"t that sound logle?"

“As sound as a dynamlite cartridge,”
leughed Caine, “You're a paradox! No
‘paradox’ isn’t a fighting word, so don't
scowl. You have the Midas-gift of
making everything you touch turn to
solld cash, and making two dollars
grow where one mortgage blank form-
erly bloomed. You have the secret of
power. And, with it all, you stoop t<
crawl under the canvas Into the Social
Circus. Feet of clay!™

Caleb glanced furtively at his broad,
lusion as past hls discernment, an-
Swerad : :

“It'e my own game and I play it as
I plan to—In one year+*from now you'll
see folks askin' me to the same houses
where you've been invited ever since
vour great grandfather held down the
Job of ‘First Land-owner' here, in the
Revolution. Seé if I don't.”

“Did you .ever chance to read of
Longfellow's poem about the Rabbil—
Ben Levi—who ‘took the Kingdom of
Heaven by vioclence? " queried Calne

“I don't read rhymes. Life's too
short. What happened to him?™*

‘““He didn’t have a particularly pleas-
ant time of it, as I remember. In fact,
I believe the sngels joined in a sym-
phonic clamor for his expulsion. Not
unlike the wvery worthy governors of
the Arareek Country Club.”

“H'm!"™ sniffed Conover in high con-
tempt. “If the Rabbl person had took
the trouble bf postin® himself on those
angels’ pasts, he might &' got fromt.
row seat in the choir Instead of beln®
throwed out.”

“So that's the line you're golng to
tanke with the governors? I'm glad I
declded to be there. It cught to prove
amusi But you don't seem to rea-
lize that even If vou win, you won't
be exactly beloved by them, in future."

“I'm mot expectin’ a loving cup with
a TO of their nameés on it
Not jJust =t fArst, anyhow. So don't

¥ worry on me. The Club's
step, anvhow. The real
b come when I take an-

| Bteelold shuffle ought to put me some- |2

2 | tshed
i | Nitle

to ask what Miss Sheviin thinks of all
this? 1Is she In sympathy with your
social anties—]1 mean ‘ambltions™ *

“I dont know. 1 never asked her. I
never thought to. But If T did, she'd
stand for it. You see, not bein’ as old
and as wise as some of the Granite
folks, ehe’'s fallen into the habit of
thinkin’ I'm just about all right. It's
kind of nice to have some one feel that
way about you."

“You seem to return the compliment.
I don’t blame you. It isn't every man
who finds himself guardian to an ex-
quisite bit of animated Sevres china.
I'm lying back to watch for the time
when some scared youth comes to ask
your leave to marry her.”

“What's that?' snarled Conover,
stopping and glowering up at the tall,
natty fAgurs at his side.

“Don't get excited,” laughed Caline.
“You can’'t expect as lovely and lov-
able a girl as Desiree Shevlin to live
and die an old mald. If you're so Op-
posed to this fmaginary suitor I've con-
Jured up, why not marry her your-
salr?” !

“Marry? That kld? Me?" sputtered
Conover, “Why I'm past thirty and—
and she ain't twenty wvpt. Besldés I"'m
a daddy to her. If I%é‘r of you or
aagpone else gueerin’ that kid's fond-
;u;lus for me by any s*!a fool talk
" >y

“Her father was wise’ appointing
you her guardian,” moeiig: cdm. “In
the absence of man-eating Ddlood-
hounds or & regiment of cavalry,you're

ideal Dragon. I remember old

A fArst rate contractor and

ward politiclan: but the last sort of
man to have such a daughter. As for
Billy, now—he's the model of his fath-
er. A tougher little chap and & great-
er contract to his sister could hardip
be imagined.” .

“She takes after her mother,” ex-
plained Conover, puffing mightily at &
recaleitrant cigar. “Mother was
French. Came of good people, I hear.
Named her girl Desiree. French name.
Kind of pretty name, too. Died when
Billy was born. I s'pose that's why
the boy was named for his dad, in-
stead of being calied Pe-air or Juseppy
or some other furren’® * trademark.
That's why he’s tough'ifoo. ~ ‘Desiree
was brought up. Billy's
self up. Same as I 4ifl.
trainin’ a boy can have. So I let him

his own gait, an’ I pay for the win-
be smashes.”

WS A

“How did Old Men Shevlin happen to
leave you guardian of the two chil-
dren? Hadn't he any relatives?”

“Neone® but the aunt the kids live
with. he lked me and
thought I'd give the girl a fair show.
Andl . I have. Convent school, music

gete his clothes &n' grub and goes to
mwn a.ll any boy's got

You ‘don’'t &'pose I'd waste
my own cash on 'em?”’
*“What a clumsy liar you are!"
-erv_rh “eg Caine admiringly. “There!

e

What are you drivin' at?”
ed Conover.

your
gu something for nothinge Th

e house. Don't forget you're dus at
the Club In tifty minutes.”

Condver, red, confused, angry, mum-
bled & word of good-bye and ran up
the stepe of & pretty cottage that stood
in its.own grounds just off the street
they were

Caine watched e Fighter's bulky
form the Then

> vanish within 3
:; iighted & fresh cigarstte and stroll-
an.

“I wonder,” he ruminated, ‘“what his
1 ‘of financial victims would

as Conover
CHAPTER II.
The Girl. .

Conover back and forth in
the pretty little reception room of
Desaires Bheviin's house, halting now
and then to glance with puszled ap-
proval at some item of its furnishings.
The room—the whole house—was to
him a mystery. Contentedly devold of
taste though he was, :::I: man dim‘i
realizad 2, e 1e place an
the mx?‘."m_ c qg of 'ife!p'appolnt-
ment. That Desiree had accomplish-
ed this in no way astonished
For he ‘believed her quite capable of
any minor miracle. But in At all he
took a pride that had volced Itself
once in the comment: :

' “I don't see how you could make a
room look so nice without a single tidy
or even a bow tled up anywhere. But
why did you get those dull old tiles
for your mant#l?. I wouldn't a' kick-

pd at payin’ for the best marble.”

Today, Conover gave less than usual
homage to the apartment. He was
agog to tell Its owner his wonderful
tidings, and he chafted at her delay
in appedrlnF. At last she came—the
one person‘on earth who could hawve
kept Caleb Conover  waiting withont
paying, by sharp reproof, for the de-
lay

“I'm sorry I was so long.” she began
as she brushed the curtains aside and
hurprled in. “But Bllly and I couldn't
agree on the joys of tubbing. I'd hate
to hate anything as much as he hates
his bath. Now you've haf some good
luck! Glorious, scrumptious good
luck! I can tell by the way your
mustache is all chewed. You only
chew It_when you're excited. And you
are only excited when something good
has happened. Isn't it clever of me
to know that? T ought to write it up:
‘Faclal Fur as a Bliss Barometer.'
How—Oh, I didn't mean to be silly
when you're bursting with news.
Please be good and tell me. Is 1t
anything about Steeloid?

“It's all about Steelold.” he answer-
ed. “I've won out—I"ve made my
pile.” She caught both his hands in
hers, with a gesture almost awkward
in ita happy Impulsiveness.

“Oh, I'm so glad! So g she
cried. "“Tell me!™

Boyishly, bluntly,
repeated his story.

His florid face was
slasm wellnigh choking him. 'She
heard him out with an Excitement al-
most as great as his own.' As he fin-
gha clapped her hands with a
laugh of ulter delight,

eagerly, Conover

_ €To be Continued)

rda, In this case ‘liar’ is no more |
soclal :e:lxr:iinr word than ‘paradex.’ Don't

BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,

102 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC MARKET
California Port or Sherry, 75 cents per on.
Port, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine Wine, ete.
Full quart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.

Cooking Brandy, Liquors, Cordials, Ale

Free Delivery. Telephone 264-3

- A Satisfied Housekeeper

is never found where there Is poor coal in the coal bin—if coal for

and Lager Beer.

the

kitchen ranges comes from our yards there will be amiles in the kitchen

and well coocked meals on the tables—not once in e while, but always,

THE NAUGATUCE VALLEY ICE CO.

431 HOUSATONIO AVE. Down Town Office
. ;

Es

154 FAIRFIELD AVY

ed 1847

COAL]

STOP DREAMING

IRA GREGORY &

Branch Office
972

WAKE UP!

Main Office
262

- -
~

Stratford Avenus.

ABOUT THAT COAL ORDER'

Prices have advaaced and will soon be higher. Yet rs fill ~our bins NOW

o,

o

w iV,
a

'_i
cr

Flour, Grain, Hay and Stmw,m

Teléphone 481-8

Try Sp
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WHEELER & HO

944 MAIN ST.

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO AN UP-TO-DATE,
MODERN BUSINESS, I8 A SELECT
AND . WELL-PRINTED ASSORT-
MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
“A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM.
PANY HE KEEPS.” THE SAME
RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

e —————

The Farmer Publis

Book and Job
Printers .. . .
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